EURIPIDES
Upon these faces now I look my last.
I gave you birth and brought you up to be
but mocked and murdered by our enemies.
How bitterly my hopes for you have failed,                      460
those hopes I founded on your father's words.
(She turns to each child in turn.)
To you your father would have left all Argos:
in Eurystheus' halls you would have ruled
and held the sway over rich Pelasgia.
It was upon your head he sometimes threw                          465
the skin of tawny lion that he wore.
You, made king of chariot-loving Thebes,
would have inherited your mother's lands,
because you teased them from your father once.
Sometimes in play, he put in your right hand                      470
that carven club he kept for self-defense.
To you, he would have left Oechalia,
ravaged once by his far-shooting shafts.
There are three of you, and with three kingdoms
your heroic father would have raised you up.                       475
And I had chosen each of you a bride,
from Athens, Thebes, and Sparta, binding our house
by marriage, that having such strong anchors down,
you might in happiness ride out your lives.
Now all is gone, and fortune, veering round,                        480
gives each of you your death as though a bride,
and in my tears your bridal shower is,
while your father's father mourns the feast
that makes you all the sons-in-law of death.
Which shall I take first, which of you the last,                    485
to lift you up, take in my arms and kiss?
If only I could gather up my tears,
and like the tawny bee from every flower,
distil to one small nectar all my grief!
O dearest Heracles, if any voice                                          490
from here reaches to Hades, hear me nowl
Your sons, your father, are dying . . . and I,
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